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display of dry rolls, bits of sausages of doubtful appear-
ance, and German cigars. There we paraded, hungry
and furious.
We reached * Poland * at last on a cold windy night,
arriving at Maciejow. The soldier who met us was at
once moving, amusing, and annoying. He reminded us
of Tartarin de Tarascon; he carried an odd assortment
of arms; he would not wake the officer, nor would he
send us to the Commander of that section, and he was
obviously inclined to put us under lock and-key, just tc
make sure. This was far from surprising, considering
our dress and appearance. I wore jack-boots, greer
Russian breeches, a c civilian' tunic, a sports cap, and 5
black evening overcoat, which had been offered to mt
by some compassionate soul at the last moment jus
before we left Odessa. True, the coat was silk-lined
but the sleeves reached only to my elbows.
Finally, we managed to convince that stiff warrio
that we had to proceed farther. We even succeeded L
finding out what had happened in this country durinj
our wanderings.
Here my recollections of the journey with which th
date of November nth, 1918, is associated, actually enc
The journey had reached its termination.   We knew
from the first words of that stubborn soldier at Maciejov
Which of the days spent on that constantly changin
toad was November nth ?  I could not say that
I had lost that day during the march.
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